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Author's Notes: 
A while ago, | gave pink hair to Johnny Ramone. 


| was originally going to include a fic, but ended up deleting the Word document and just publishing the drawing. 
Yet, the idea hasn't died. 


POV Neddie (not Edward Snowden) 


Cross-post on A03 as "The Story of Johnny Ramone, The Pink-haired Punk". 


"Did it work?" 


Jorge and | were munching away on our sandwiches for breakfast. Mum's radio was connected and tuned in to 
peace and love, a break from the Word of the Lord From my spot at the top bunk, coffee in hand, | could 
notice that Tommy Ramone was without his shades. Next to him was a meal he's cooked on the stove. While 


Joey and Dee Dee sat at Mum's nook by the window eating the last of the candy-sprinkled yoghurts, Tommy 


would bring out the eggs and dairy, toast some slices of bread, add sides as needed, and serve the food on a 
plate. 


Suddenly, the footsteps approached. | realised, there was no one sleeping in the bedroom anymore. Once at the 
door marking separation of living room and kitchen, barely fitting through the frame, there stood none other 
than Commando himself. Johnny Ramone. Well, / did not know the cooking would have much of an effect. Jorge, 
surprised, dropped his sandwich. Johnny scowled, of course, but that was nothing compared to the sight before 
us. Commando was wearing a lavender sweater, paired with pastel-coloured jeans, and his hair... 

"What's that face, Snowden?" he demanded. To his dismay, | could only grin. 

"Snowden?" Jorge turned to me. No, /m Nedmons. Cummings switched the Gryffinclaws 

"C'mon Johnny, really?" Dee Dee crowed. "You can do better!" 

Courage was contagious for the younger Ramones too, as he and Joey burst into hysterical laughter! 


"You too, Hyman?" 


Johnny caught his singer together with Dee Dee, and couldn't help but be jealous. What did the bassist have 
that he didn't? This wasn't going to be the Linda disaster again! 


The guitarist showed no regard when he knocked Tommy out of the way. Oh no, he was going to jump on Joey 
and Dee Deel It was trouble! But before Johnny could trudge through the mountain of Mum's belongings 
between him and these two, Tommy tugged at the sweater. 


Ohh.. 


Grabbing him, Johnny pressed the poor drummer-producer onto the edge of the sink. The radio continued to 
play in the background, but the laughter had soon been replaced with murmurs of "Oh my God." Nonetheless, 
Tommy kept his stance. 


"John, your hair." 

"What're you talking about?" 

Johnny looked like he was going to smother the tiny man, because Tommy spoke the truth. There was 
something wrong with the Goomba hair. Then, the guitarist's hands, which were bunched into fists, found 
themselves gradually loosening their grip. With the right hand free, Johnny took some strands into his fingers, 


and saw that the natural brown colour was gone. 


"My hair! H's pink!" He was horrified. 


Once Johnny Ramone, the pink-haired punk, was gone, Tommy took the time to collect himself. 
Close call.. 


Joey, meanwhile, had Dee Dee wrapped in his long arms. Occasionally, through the rose-tinted glasses, he would 
look up to the older bandmate standing across the kitchen. The moment they met each other's gaze, Joey said 


softly, "Thank you, Tommy." 


The Ramone was astonished. Joey talked to him! Tommy could simply bask in the acknowledgement, but he 
wasn't going to hold silent either. 


| couldn't let him do this to you guys, not again." 

Well, Johnny was in for a predicament. He could spend hours in the bathroom, frantically searching for the 
cause of the pink hair to no avail. There was hardly any dye or hydrogen peroxide in the house. He could shave 
it off or keep it on, we were in the middle of the pandemic, and he wasn't going anywhere much, not even to 


Linda. | only hoped he wouldn't find out we were responsible. Commando came out soff! To which | concluded, 


"Yes, it worked" 


